PERPETUAL   ROMANCE
always as in sunshine, with red and white striped awnings
pulled out over the pavements, a constant squeaking of those
childish little motor horns so beloved of Continental drivers,
the cafes full of activity, and the little brass-bound tables
outside these same cafes crowded with men and women
talking, using their hands and shoulders as additional tongues.
Another city which I shall always think of in sunshine
lies well down in the State of Texas. It is called Dallas, and
is memorable to me from the fact that I once left Chicago
in the depth of Winter, with a temperature of 12 degrees
below zero, and after a couple of nights on the train I found
myself, at Dallas, in glorious Summer. Here again were the
red and white striped sunblinds, wide open French windows,
a breeze, and a revivifying warmth. Is it any wonder that
Dallas shines out above some more distinguished cities for
the warmth? For other reasons, Rome will always, for me,
be similarly a memory of brilliant sunshine, a city of deep
impressions, full of colour and emotion, even to the unex-
pectedly-glimpsed gardens which one finds through frowning
arches, and to the man who looked like a bank manager, who
under my eyes uprooted for his own garden, and took
sedately away under his coat, one of some newly-planted
scarlet flowers in the Pincian Gardens. My memory of
Dresden is that of a charming town in perpetual, exquisite
Summer twilight. On the other hand, London is best, I think,
when day fades into evening during October, when shadows
are rising and the big lights begin to pop up before the sky
has quite lost its opal. New York in crisp early Winter after-
noons, when one can see something of the lengliis of the
Avenues, and in dusk also, when, from the (ferry to New
Jersey, all outlines are lost and only the lighted windows
of the tall buildings, like dim lanterns, hang mysteriously
in the murk.
These are cities that may be described as the goals of travel
There are so many others, beautiful and full of association,
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